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Summary: A girl who is unsure who she is gets into a huge mess of 
things 


1 . Lost 

"Hello?" Tears fell down the side of her face as she felt the storm 
rage around her. Lost and determined to find a hint of home but 
unsure of which way that was. Darkness surrounded her and whispered 
sweet lullabies as the rain mixed with the tears. Colliding with each 
other and running to the ground for shelter. Everything had a place 
to hide except for her. Out of breathe and out of time she paced 
herself wondering if this was truly a life or death situation. She 
longed for the voice of someone else besides her own. Two years, five 
months, two weeks, four day, and still counting for the day she may 
return home. When is the question asked every second time walks in 
circle around her. Time is something she had always had. Living in 
solitude was different. She was always surrounded by noise. Erom the 
time she was born that's all it ever was was noise. Loud and 
obnoxious screaming and yelling voices. Taunting her and telling her 
to never believe in herself. Eamily telling her that she was never 
good enough. Now in the shadows of solitude she wished for one more 
complaint. She wished for some kind of noise for the silence was 
torture to her mind. She was very suspicious of her surrounding and 
superstitious to every moving object. Leaves, trees, bugs, and any 
living thing scared her if it moved. She was constantly the joke to 
everyone and thing that surrounded her. She kept moving through the 
forest. Bare feet scratching against the ground which was covered in 
tree limbs, pebbles, and much more. She climbed over fallen branches 
wondering where the end to forest was. Lost and abandoned from 
civilization but still had hope yet. Through the tree's and rocks 
that covered the ground she saw something. A piece of wood but not 
like the other piece's that laid in the grass. She found a board that 
was covered in moss and leafs. The girl lifted her foot and dragged 
it across the board which was soothing than most of the things her 
feet have touched in a long while. She saw writing across that had 
been carved with a down and sweeping her mane of hair off to the 



side. She couldn't help but read what it said "Turn Left, Your 
Destination . " 

_**Yes i know it was only a paragraph but hey introduction are 
confusing and shorter than the book, so Starting tomorrow i will be 
writing a WHOLE lot more. I like critics but not a lot so be kind. 
Jay (PyreFerret) that means you! Thanks guys. **_ 


2 . Safehaven 

Thirty-eight miles since the wooden sign. Thirty eight ways were 
thought of on how to die down this road. Thirty-eight memories passed 
in her mind that actually meant something to her. Her mom, siblings, 
fathers, aunts, and uncles gathered in her thoughts like a family 
reunion. She could smell the baked potatoes for dinner waiting on her 
to get home. The thoughts of when she was little and her first father 
brushing her brown chocolate hair. She hated when she looked herself 
in the mirror. Her eyes haunted her with the resemblance of her 
family or at least her mother. She thought of how unfair it was that 
most of the people in her family were male and all had blue or green 
eyes. There were so many days she cried herself to sleep because of 
them. Family isn't a word that she knows very well. In school family 
was about trusting and loving each other. She had watched on TV about 
how siblings and parents were supposed to get along with each other 
and have fun but, reality had kicked its way through the door and 
welcomed them with open arms. 

Thirty-eight miles... 

Hunger and dehydration was settling in her body the more she walked. 
At twenty-four miles, her watering can was empty and she hadn't had a 
"good" meal in two days. The sun was setting in the distance creating 
a sky full of color. It was the only thing she had found beauty in 
and couldn't wait for the stars to appear. She wondered what it would 
be like to navigate the stars and find out new things about the world 
she lives in. Getting there was a fantasy though and she knew that. 
She captured every movement of the sky and stars and placed them in 
her mind. She wasn't ready to die and in fact she was scared. Not of 
death itself or the after effect but how it would happen. Drowning 
was her biggest fear when it came to death. The burning you feel as 
you suffocate from the lack of oxygen. Feeling your body jerk and 
twist as the knowledge of the unknown hits you and fear slowly dies 
into acceptance. 

Thirty-nine miles. 

A small table stood in the middle of her path ahead. Staring at it 
from a distance that's all it looked like but as she got closer she 
saw something more. On the table sat a gun and bowl of water with a 
small piece of paper. Caution she strolled softly over to it and ran 
her fingers over the gun. It was rough and she didn't agree to the 
after effects of what they usually held behind them. Her fingers 
drifted from the gun to the paper being held down from the weight of 
the handle. It was coarse and looked like it had been crumbled 
multiple times into a pocket. However, it was folded neatly and she 
opened it to see if it had anything written in it. Her eyes scanned 
the paper as she flipped it over to the back and back to the front. A 
single arrow pointed in the direction in front of her. To her 
surprise she looked up to find a single door out in the middle of the 



forest . 


'_Was that there before?' _She thought to herself confused on why 
there was a single door in the middle of the forest. 

She looked back at the note and almost dropped it as she let out a 
small shriek. 

"Protection and Something to Drink" she read. She looked back at the 
gun and bowl of water. Placing the paper in her pocket she poured the 
water into the canister. Feeling water drip from it at times because 
of the lack of sturdiness she had in her hands. Tremors they called 
them and was one reason she didn't like the gun. She stared at it and 
a memory came back to her. Her third father had taken the weekend off 
to visit her after him and her mother's divorce. Hunting was his 
family's sport of all thing. Creeping around like he did at the house 
they watched for a deer to magically manifest into thin air so we 
could take the last breath. She had noticed one before hand but 
hadn't said anything about it. Her "father" however noticed moments 
later and positioned the shiny rifle on a log and forced her to watch 
the animal suffer its last moments on this world. He had told her to 
take a good look as it gasped for salvation. He told her that it was 
natural selection to help the population grow but not be 
overpopulated . 

She took the gun in hand and watched as it trembled. It had been a 
while since she had held it but the black death stared her in her 
face . 

'Only means of protection my ass' she thought. She place the gun in 
the back of her shredded up jeans and grabbed the paper from her 
pocket. Hunger still motivated her to move for the hopes of finding 
food. Her tongue slides across her burned, cracked lips. One foot 
sliding in front of the other as she motions towards the door. 

Lifting the paper up to her face she reads: "One door opens another 
one closes . " 

"Right. Because this will lead somewhere," her voice came out 
sarcastic and scratched. Her breath was coming in and out in huff as 
if she was breathing through a straw. She felt her vision going in 
and out as her hand touched the silver nob. "Here goes nothing." 

She twists her wrist only slightly and give the door a shove. It's 
pitch black inside and she looks behind the door only seeing double 
of a forest. She takes one step inside before she falls into the 
abyss of darkness. The rush of air that collides inside her lungs 
overwhelms her body and her eyes turn heavy as she passes out from 
the rush of the fall. 


3 . Home 

Air filled her lungs enough that they felt like they would explode. 
Her chest felt like it would burst into flames. She gasped for air as 
her body sped fast towards the hollow ground. Her arms and body 
flailed as if there was something to grab onto. Body twisting and 
turning through the air waiting for either the breaking point or the 
stop. Thoughts past through her head on what she would look like when 
she hit the ground and splattered over. Tears emerged from her eyes 
but quickly evaporated into the air. 



'_This fall is making it hard to breath, but i will admit that its a 
nice breeze. She thought to herself. She gave into it and let her 
arms spread out and let her body drift down in oblivion. All she 
could think about was trying to admit that it was her time. Letting 
her back hit the air and feeling her clothes whip against her body 
like her mother did at times. She could remember it well but learned 
how to avoid them. Her eyes tried opening but they watered up to much 
and burned every time she tried so there was no way of knowing when 
it was coming. 

She felt her body start to slow down as if she was starting to weigh 
the amount of a feather. The air started to go from a train 
whistling, needle points into the body to a nice, blissful breeze on 
a spring day. Her back landed on a soft pallet of blankets and 
sheets. She looked around and found herself in a room with nothing 
but that. Pillows and blankets pilled up everywhere with no other 
form of furniture. The walls sparkled as if they had micro diamonds 
embedded into them. She placed her hand on the cold surface and 
expected it to be coarse but was in fact smooth like marble counter 
tops. There were no windows only the hallway leading to a 
door . 

'_Great, another door.' _She thought to herself. Her hands grasped 
the sheets and pillow in attempt to get up but she felt as if her 
body was laying on a water bed. She struggled against them but 
eventually got to her feet. The floor was cold as ice as her feet 
shifted towards the door. The closer she got to it the more she 
wondered if that was even a good idea. Her hand slowly reached for 
the door nob as she cleared her throat. It felt tight and dry like 
the Sahara. 

"I wouldn't do that if I were you," A rough, ragged, and husky voice 
came from behind her. She jumped in fear and looked at the man behind 
her in the room she just came from. It was brighter from the lights 
she hadn't known existed and confused about the huge chair he was 
sitting in. All the pillows had disappeared in thin air along with 
the blankets. Just the man in the enormous chair that probably took 
more than one person to move. She looked around her confused about 
what was going on and then back at the man. "Wondering how you got 
here? How about what your name is? Do you know that?" 

She didn't know her name even if she knew her past. Its as if 
everyone in her memory had hid her name from her. She slowly shook 
her head and walked to stand in front of him. She had never seen 
someone so oddly dressed. He wore a straw hat with feather hanging 
from the front. His shirt was checker boarded and looked like a 
women's blouse that was stretched out and had puffy shoulders. His 
shirt was tucked into what looked like a leather'd pair of bell 
bottom pants. She scrunched her face up at the way it looked and 
focused her eyes on his sandals. Even they looked funny with beads 
and ribbon threaded through them. 

"Lets start with some introductions," He simply smiled at her. His 
brown hair barely above his mixed expression-ed eyes. She couldn't 
tell if he was smirking, being a devil, or actually trying to be a 
friend with the way he looked at her. "My names Malcolm but you can 
call me Max. That door you were about to touch has a very high 
voltage of electricity through it." 



She looked at him scared as if he was crazy. 


"Security purposes," He smirked and stood up. She quickly noticed he 
was also wearing furry gloves. His outfit consisted of mainly the 
color black. "I'm glad to see you again." 

"Me? And who is that?" Her voice came out more high pitched than she 
thought it would. Her eyes meeting his gaze as his hand grabbed the 
side of her face. He quickly became to close to comfort and although 
his dressing was completely abstracted he smelt fabulous. 

"My wife. Dear Ratty, " His eyes now distant his hers as if trying to 
find something. "But you don't remember." 


End 
f ile . 



